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And while He Heav'n and Earth defy'd,
Changed his Hand, and check5 d his Pride.
He chose a Mournful Muse,
Soft Pity to infuse ;
He sung Darius Great and Good,

By too severe a Fate,
Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen,

Fallen from his high Estate,
And weltring in his Blood :
Deserted at his utmost Need
By those his former Bounty fed ;
On the bare Earth exposed He lies,
With not a Friend to close his Eyes.
With down-cast Looks the joyless Victor sate,
Revolving in his altered Soul

The various Turns of Chance below ;
And, now and then, a Sigh he stole,
And Tears began to flow.

CHORUS

Revolving in his altered Soul

The various "Turns of Chance below /

) now and then, a Sigh he stole,
And Tears began to flow.

The Mighty Master smil'd to see
That Love was in the next Degree ;
*Twas but a Kindred-Sound to move,
For Pity melts the Mind to Love.